call the god of your tribe? You will not find any of ours an im-
provement on him."
"We have a very miscellaneous collection of Mumbo Jumbos"
said the third gentleman, "and not one that we can honestly
recommend to you."
"That may be so" said the black girl "But you had better be
careful. The missionaries teach us to believe in your gods. It is all
the instruction we get. If we find out that you do not believe in
them and are their enemies we may come and kill you. There are
millions of us; and we can shoot as well as you."
"There is something in that" said the second gentleman. *JW*L
have no right to teach these people what we do not believe. They
may take it in deadly earnest. Why not tell them the simple truth
that the universe has occurred through Natural Selection, and
that God is a fable."
"It would throw them back on the doctrine of the survival of
the fittest" said the first gentleman dubiously; "and it is not clear
that we are the fittest to survive in competition with them. That
girl is a fine specimen. We have had to give up employing poor
whites for the work of our expedition: die natives are stronger,
cleaner, and more intelligent."
"Besides having much better manners" said one of the ladies.
"Precisely" said the first gentleman. "I should really prefer to
teach them to believe in a god who would give us a chance
against them if they started a crusade against European atheism."
"You cannot teach these people the truth about the universe"
said a spectacled lady. "It is, we now know, a mathematical
universe. Ask that girl to divide a quantity by the square root of
minus one, and she will not have the faintest notion what you
mean. Yet division by the square root of minus one is the key to
the universe."
"A skeleton key" said the second gentleman. "To me the
square root of minus one is flat nonsense. Natural Selection	"
"What is the use of all this?" groaned a depressed gentleman.
"The one thing we know for certain is that the sun is losing its
heat, and that we shall presently die of cold. What does anything
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